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Or else all else is vain

Since life on earth began,
And the spent world sinks back again

Hopeless of God and Man.

A people and their King

Through ancient sm grown strong,
Because they feared no reckoning

Would set no bound to wrong;
But now their hour is past,

And we who bore it find
Evil Incarnate held at last

To answer to mankind.

For agony and spoil

Of nations beat to dust,

For poisoned air and tortured soil
And cold, commanded lust,